254              "THE  DAILY  ROUND"

" Milko! " came the repeated yell.

" Would there be any objection to your depositing
the milk upon the doorstep ? " asked Mr. Clarkson.

" Righto! " came the answer, and steps retreated
with a clang of pails.

" Why do the common people love to add * o' to
their words ? " Mr. Clarkson reflected. " Is it that
they unconsciously appreciate ' o ' as the most beauti-
ful of vowel sounds ? But I wonder whether I ought
to have blacked that range before I lighted the fire ?
The ironwork certainly looks rather pre-Dreadnought 1
What I require most just now is a hot bath, and I'd
soon have one if I only knew which of these little
slides to pull out. But if I pulled out the wrong one,
there might be an explosion, and then what would
become of the History of the Masque P "

So he put on a kettle, and waited uneasily for
it to sing as a kettle should. " Now I'll shave/'
he said; " and when I am less like that too consci-
entious Othello, I'll go out and buy something for
breakfast."

The bath was distinctly cool, but when he got out
there was a satisfaction in the water's hue, and, though
chilled to the bone, he carried his pyjamas upstairs
with a feeling of something accomplished. On enter-
ing his bedroom, he was confronted by his disordered
pillow, and a bed like a map of Switzerland in high
relief. " Courage! " he cried, " I will make it at once.
The secret of labour-saving is organisation/'

So, with a certain asperity, he dragged off the clothes,
and flung the mattress over, while the bedstead rolled
about under the unaccustomed violence. " Rightly
does the Scot talk about sorting a bed! " he thought,
as he wrenched the blankets asunder, and stood